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‘eordlng to the su

“Birde in their little nests agroe, fon of Donglas, | out of questions, and with a sigh of re- CHILDREN’S CORNER. I have sald, she was very

respectable;

quoted the Rev. Mr. Bellairs, who had  to have arisen. Robert Stunrt, Earl of | lief or something, tells the witness, and then she went to sleép. It was dark

By DOBYNS & WALLER. July sunshine, and the clumps of val-|hy this time entered upon the seene, | Fifo, was nt this time virtually Govern. | “That's all." he grinds through, THE THREE WISE COUPLES. all round; hen sat by hen, but the one
blossomed first [ with one joint of a bedstead bhalanced |

or of the Northern Kingdom. ~ Hia fath-

ORKGON, MO

REFLECTED GLORIES,

Like soune groat toar transfermad to ligad go'd,
The evening star loats tromuiousiy cleat

And roamd it forms of erimson clowd appear,
Whose beauty makes the heart loapto hehald;
Reflected and repeated many fold

Upent the geutle river lowing near,

To loving exyes a beauty shines, more dear
Than star and cloud in thelr own place ean hold;
For lo! the glories of the waning West

Are wrought to Tovlier ssue by the play

Of wavering lights, and ceaseless Interflow

Of form and color on the river's breast,
Where Mystery seers her henvenly hand to lay,
Amd somewhat of diviner grace bestow,
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IS THE OLD CHURCIH TOWER.

I the old chinrel tower,
Hangs the bell;

And above It on the vane,

In the sunshine and the raln,

Cut in gold 8t Peter stands

With the keys ln his two hande,
And all (s well,

In the old church tower

Hangs the hetl,
You can hear it groat heart boat,
Al 5o lowd and mil) sl sweet,
As the parson saye his prayor
Over happy lovers there,

While all Is well!

Inn the old church tower
Hangs the bell
Deep and solemn,  IMark ! again,
Ahl what passion and what pain !
With her hand upon her broast,
Some poor soul has gone to test
Where all Is well!

In the ol ehgireh tower
Hangs the bell—
A qualint friend that seema to know,
All our joys and all our woe;
It 1s glad when we nre wol,
1t is sad when we are dead,
And all fs well,

T ——- R — e
TO LET---KIPPLE GRANGE.

Mr.. Pixley was a real estate agent,
Mr. Pixley had had a goodly number of
iouses on his list in his time, but never
e so rumlstunl]v. unalterably, per-
wvuring ¥y on his list as Kipple Grange.
Fear after year it had figured on %ig
woks as a ‘“Desirable Country Resi-
#ence at reasonable terms;"” year after
sear it still hung hopelessly on his
uands,

Nor was Mr. Pixley the only real es-
tate agent who had wrestled, so to
ipeak, with Kipple Grange. Other
land brokers and reat collectors had
had their “try" at it, with equally sat-
isfactory results. It had been advertis-
od in newspapers, and posted up on
bulletin boards and utiﬁoit remained
“Kipple Grange—To let."

*Hang the old place!" said Mr. Pix-
ley, vehemently scratching his bald
head. *‘I wish it would burn down, or
blow sway, or something! Its a dis-
grace to & business man 1o keep such
Au evesore on his list. I've a at
miud to put Miss Briggs into it to eep
it in order until I can got a better ten-
ant. She wants a place cheap. TI'll let
her huve Kipple Grange for nothing.”

8o When Miss Briggs came tiptoein
into the real ostate UEEG:!-——I faded, maﬁ
ancholy little old maid, leading her
tetrior dog by its string, and wen ng a
green veil o neutralize the spring winds
—Mr. Pixley told her that Kipple
Grango should be hers, for the present
at least,

“ You'll probanly
said he.

“1 dote
Briges,

** And very much out of repair,"" he
added.

“Tdon't doubt but that it will do
for me," said the little old spinster, her
faded eyes brightening.

** Probably, also, there's a ghost
talbout. the premises,” jocosely uttered

18 nt.

Miss Briggs shook her head with a sad
smile,

*1t's livo people I'm afraid f,
dnml“;nl:lan:"ghﬁpm nlied, - il
CUWell,” ai r. Pixley, “Kipple
(srn‘nFe shall be yours tl.lhlJ quurm}:-?lt
you'll fix up the “garden a little, and
vo the place a lived-in sort of look.
cm:rue it I.:ilil be for ba;mo. and I shall
expeet vou O your best p
mmm."" ¥ st for our in
And Miss Biiggs courtesied, and said,
*“Yes, she would,"" and withdrew, great-
ly elated in apirit.

find it lonely,"”

on the country, * said Miss

Mr. 1, the real estate ngent of
Dorchester, let Kipple Gran “ﬁ'& old
Mr. Hyde, who was a naturalist and a
botanist, and an entomologist, to sn
nothing of half a dozen other 1sls, ani
who wanted a quiet country.home, with
woods and mendows in’ its vioinity
wherein w0 prosecute his  beloye:l
scionoes,
And Macpherson & Co., of Long Is-
and, made & hargain with the Rey. Mr,
Bellairs, an invalid clergyman, who was
in search of country air and complete ro-
« Mrs. Bellairs was & pattern
aousckeoper, and gloried in the pros.
pect of grass bleaching, new laid Teggs,
wild raspherries, and plenty of plums
and apricots for preserving purposes.
And, strangely enough, Pil occurred to
none of the real estate agents to let the
other two know of his action,
“There 18 never any demand for Kip-
ple Grange," said Macpherson & Co,,
indifferartly.
“I'l write te Hixley and old Mae
when I get time,"" said "Beggarall.
 There's no burry about  Kipple
Grange,"” thought Pixley, «pf Hi’ug
Briggs keops it from tumbling all to
pieces, sho will do very well,"
Meanwhile Mrs. Kipple herself, the
rlmnp widow whose grandfather on the
wusband’s side had bequeathed hor th's
impraoctioable piece of property, began
to think of running down to look st it
hersell. “They tell me thore's no such
thing as letting it snid she. *1've o
mind to go down and see for myself,
One really plnes for the country, now
that they nrw selling lilae blossoms and
punsies in the strect; and 'm guite sure
a change of alr would do me good. ')
take Dorens, vy maid, nnd a few cans
of penches and sardines, and we'll ple-
nic at Kipple Grange just for the fun
of the thing,"
“It never raing but it pours,” says
the anclent proverb; 50 upon this windy,
blooming April day, when the sunny
mendow slopes were purpled all over
with wild violets, anJ the fvulluw nar-
cissus was shaking is golden tassels
wver neglected borders of Kipplo Grange,
the old brick house, which had stood

vety Sweet Willinms y
a::? Great cream-hoartd § aeross Lis shoulder, “and it really scoms
ing against the tumble down | to me ns if we might do the samo

Upon the same day, the 25th of April, | ™Y,

weetest.

e

ing themseo o< into the angles of the
fenee, where the honeysuckles had trail-
ed and the searlet pupliiu.d. looked ll_lw
drops of bloold. Thy old garden of Kip-
ple Grange waslike a horticultural show
gone mad at midsummer. And even
now it was sweet with tufts of erocus,
blue velvet iris and daffodils, while at
the vear rose up the silent hemlock
wood, still and scented and cmorald
green, in the twilight.

Miss Briggs, with her terrier dog
her band boxes, and her poor littla hair
trunk studded with brass nails, had got
there carly. Sho opened the windows
to let in the yellow glow of the April
sunset, kindled o fre with straight
sticks on the deep tiled hearth, and was
sitting on a starch box turned upsido
down, nmid was drinking cold tea, and
feeding her dog with occasional seraps
of eanned boeef and baker's bread.

1t seems rather lonely here,' snid
the little old spinster to herself, “and
the rooms are very large and dreary-
iooking: but I dare say I can hite n lit-
tle furnitare in the village, and the
gorden i really superb. 1 never saw
such tulip roots in my life. And the
little brook twinkling at the foot of the
wall is an idyl in itself.”

Miss Briggs, who had a good deal of
poetry in her starvod soul, set down
the ean, and reachod over to look out
of the window at the golden western
sky.

S0 quiet, too!" said she; “'so seelud-
ed!™
But, to her amazom¢nt, even as she
looked, she perceived the ﬁFulc of a
stout old gentleman, bald and spectag-
led, and ecarrying an immense flat
travelling case untf:.rr his arm, who was
picking ﬁis way among the rose Lrjers
that lay prone across the path, stop-
ping here and there to examine the
growth of the silver-green house-leaks
on the garden wall.

Miss Briggs, who was somewhat near-
sighted, jl.tu[}ud atonee to the con-
clusion that thisinterloper was a tramp,
She hurled the tin can recklessly down
into the budding eurrant bushes,

‘(o away!" she cried.

Mr, Hyde peered upward. with one
hand back of his ear. “EhP" gaid
he.

“Or I'llset the dog on yon,"" squeaked
Miss Briggs, encouraged by the shrill
bark of the terrier.

“Woman," said the scientist, *“who
areyou?"

111 let you know," said Miss Briggs,
waxing move and more excited in her
great indignation. “How dare you
Lrespass on my premises?

‘‘How dare you trespass on mine?"
returned the old gentleman, ourtly:,

“He's a madman,” thought Miss
Brim;n; and she remembered, with n
thrill of terror, that there was no key to
the big front door, and the bolt was
rusted into two pieces,

At the same moment thy sound of
whooping voices was heard, through the
wide, echoing halls, and three uEubby
Inds rushed hilariously in, tumbling over
one another ns they eame.

“Hurrah!" they shouted; *‘hurrah!
Ain't this a jolly old cavern of a house!
My! here's a fire; and here's an old
woman!'"

Misy Briggs, who liad drawn her head
in from the window, stared at the three
cherry-cheeked invaders, who returned
her gaze with interest.

“Boys," said she soverely, “'what are
you (Iulng bore?"

“Why," said Master Bruce Bellairs,"
aged eleven, *it's our house, And pa
and ma are helping unpack the cart at
the south door. AndI've got a redbird
and Johnny's got & brood of Brahma
chickens in a basket, and Plerre has a
mon'ey."

‘‘But boys," snid Miss Briges, with a
little hys erical gasp, “this is my
house,"’

**No, it ain’t," said the thros Master
Bellairs in chorus; it's ours. We've
rented it for a year, and pa and ma are
unpacking down stairs."

“Is 1hnt3'our pa?" asked Miss Bri @8,
with a sudden inspiration, as she point-
ed to the old Emtlnmnn in the yard,
who stood stockstill, like the Egyptian
obelisk.

“No indeed!” said Pierre very con-
temptuously.
**Nothing of the sort,”” said John-

“Our pa ain't such a as that,"
ohuckl(-deruuo. L

“I think I must be asleep and dream-
ing," said Miss Bﬂﬁ . 43 the door
opened, and a stout, E.::mlng matron
entered upon the scene, with a kerosens
lamp in one band and a basket of care-
fully pneked ching in the other, while
from her finger depended o bird
cage,

“My pood womun,” said the Rev.
Mrs. “Bellairs, I suppose you have
come here to see about & situation. 1If
you can bring your references as to
charncter—""

“Youunre entirely mistaken, madam,"
suid Miss Briggs, with energy. *I am
hiere because—""

But at that moment, Mrs. Kipple her-
self, with Doreas, her maid, enterod tiie
room. She was a tall, handsome wo-
man, dressed in elegant mourning, and
she used an eyeglass as she talked, and
somenow she seomed to take up a good
denl more room than anyhody else,
Mrs, Bellairs set down the kerosene
Inmlp and the bled cage, Miss Briggs'
terrier slopped barking, and the lﬁmn
boys instinetively retired behind the
starch hox.

“Who are you all?" said Mrs. Kipple,
surveying the scene through her eye-
glass. “And how came you to be
here?"

L huve taken this house," said Miss
Briggs, with dignity.

50 have I," deufnmd the bald-headl-
ed old gentleman, who had by this time
maide his way up into the ruddy light of
Miss Briggs’ fire and stood there, ¢laso-
ly hugging his flat traveling case,

“Deur me!” sald Mrs, Iﬁ iple, “this
is very singular. “And I have come
here hecause the house wasn’t rented
at all,

Aund then onsued n genoral chorus of
explanations, laughter, and deproc-
tions, whose general effoct was height-
ened by a single combat between Mas-
ter Pierre Bellair's monkey and Miss
Bﬂgeu terrier,

“What are we to do? said Miss
Briggs, plaintively looking at the hair
trunk studded with brass nuils.

“Dof" safd Mrs, Kipple, briskly,

empty for six good yenrs at least, be-
came all of a sudden’ alive.

It was an ancient, mildewod strueture
on the edge of the wood, un old red
house, whose front garden, tangled ov r
With vose brigrs, and grown with the
fantastio trunks of mossy pear rees
snd npples that leaned “almost tothe
grouml, sloped down to the bank of the

“Why tlmr? is but ono thing to do that
I see; the house is big enough for us,
and half a dozen families to boot,
us &ll live here mEethur."

“I am sure I have no objection at
all,” said Mrs. Bellairs.

*Neither have L," said the old gen-
tlemun, setting down his flat traveling
case with a sigh of re et

LI!L

|

So Kipple Grange was let, and good, |

wall, 1 ‘ove-dinsn- mist, London pride, | thing.”
ana all v erare old fashioned flowers

of our an

neross the o vegrown patha, sud pack-

HIEIS o
shaped
Bellafies

es of the easement.

neous,
mixing op birds, old chinn, sormon pa-
per, potchework, and theology in a

munn perched himse

with his telescope, and set nr his cases
of specimens without let or hindrance.

not without somo success—to

and NIE. the terrier;

Mr. Kij

ral fulicity, and returnod to the eity in
the Autumn.

or than blackberries, and the climate
was as soft as that of Italy, and be ae-
cepted it promptly.

*What shall we do now?"" said Miss

timcrous view of things.

the top of his head.
the house?"' he asked.

the house."

“‘And don't you consider the situation

salubrions '

“Cortainly,” said Miss Brifgs.

“Then,"” said Mr. Hyde, looking at

the edge of his goologieal hammer,

“why don't you stay here?"

“What, all alone by myself?" said

Miss Briggs.

*No," said the scientitic gentloman;

i l:“la!" " eried Miss Bri
“(roor cious!" crie 28 Briggs.

“We hcﬁﬁl like the place,” said Fﬁr

Hyde, “we like the situation, and we

like each other. Why shouldn't we

settle down here for lifet"

“But 1 havanever thonght of such a

thing,”" said Miss Briggs, in trepida-

tion,

“Think of it now,"” said Mr. Hyde,

in accents of scientitio persuasion, as

hie laid down the hammer and took her

black mittened hand tenderly in his.
And Mr. Bellairs mm‘rled’ them be.

fore ho went away, and Kipple Grange

has never heen to let.

e —— A — ey

A True Story

Pall-Mall Gagette,

Mr. Matthew Arnold has told us that
*'the school system all through Ger-
many * * is, in its completeness
and carefulness, such as to excite a for-
eigner’s admiration.”  The following
illustration of this is literally true:
Herr M., of Weberstrasse, Bonn-on-the
Rhine, has four sons, each of whom
have passed th h the gymnasien
course and matriculated at the Bonn
University.  Adolph, the eldest, is a
Landgerichts-Referender (n sort of
County-Court Judge); Lorenze holds
the degree of Doctor of Philosophy,
and is & professor in a publie school;
Julius is an *‘advocat,” and Thoodore
holds & Government appointment at
Berlin. Adolph and Julius know Fronch
and English almost ns well as their own
Innguage, and they both have such
knowledge of Latin as to be able to
write it. In one of his examinations
Adolph had to write an account of the
Punic Wars in Latin, without the aid of
a dictionary or any other book of ref-
erence. Lorenz has n knowledge of
English ensbling him to read Shakes-
lmum in the original, and he has pub-
ished a number of essays on the poet's
works, He likewise knows French,
reads Iltalian and Spanish, Hebrew,
Anglo-8axon, and is the author of a
Lutin treatise on Greek verbs, Theo-
dore speaks with facility English, French
and Spanish, and has published a work
on political economy..

I entered Herr M.'s school in May,
1877. One day when I had been there
about six weeks our class had for trans-
lation Grimm’s fable of the Wolf and
the Man. The wolf, it will be remem-
bered, had been persunded by the fox
to attack the man, and had in the en-
counter come ofl’ second bost. Relating
afterward his misadventure to the fox,
the wolf describes the hunter's knife as
a “'bright rib, which he drew from his
body, and smote me with it so sorely
that I was well-nigh killed.! Aftercom-
menting on the wolf's mistake Mr. M.
said: I suppose you know that a wo-
man has a rib more than a manp"
Thinking he was joking I merely smiled;
but when he begun with great serious-
ness to give ns a renson for this oxtra
rib the old story of Adam sleeping in
the garden and having a vib oxtracted
out of which to have a wife made, I
laughed outright and the old man was
ﬁraruly taken nback at my incredulity.

o assured me that it was really a fact
that men were each a rib short, and any
dootor would tell me the same. Two
of the sons were present, bul. notwith-
standing their great lenrning in  other
matters they appeared to he no better
informed as to this than their father.
The discussion went on, and every body
stopped work to listen to it. But no
one sipported me; on the contrary, 1
was openly laughed st by some who
were universily studenis (that is, who
hiad gone through the gymnasium) for
solting my knowledge against the mas-
ter's,  For several days the subject was
continunlly eropping up in class or at
dinner, so that every body in the sehool
knew of it. It was becoming a stand-
ing joke, and as yet the i’u.ugh was
ngainst me. At last Mr. M. announced
in the open sohool that he had the prev-
ious evening asked some of his medical
friends at lﬁa Club (die Lese and Erho-
lungs Gesellschaft) about the ribs, and
he found that men had ns many as wo-
man.  “But,” he added, half-trium-
phantly, “Adam may
short for all that!"
tom® which Mr. Maithew Arnold con-
siders so admirable for its *“ecomplete-
ness,' is one under which, by his own
showing, out of twenty-cight working
hours per week, ten are given to Lutin
and six to Greek, while *“the natural
selences got two hours in primaand one
in sscunda; in the rest of tho school they
nro the most movable part of the work,
the sehool authorities having it in their
power to take time from Lhem to give
to arithmetic goography and history."

—————
Dukes

have been one

Satarday Reviow,

Dukes were unknown in Scotland pro-
vious to the year 1308, when, upon the
ocension of o meeting between John
of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster and the
Seots Lords to urrange terms of pesce,

some question of procedence scems, no-

And Miss Briggs herself made n home- Scotland.
like litle home on the socond story, | disguised, as a name for the whole is-
and devoted her whole energy—and | land in various classical nuthors, There
ecping 18 no ossential differenco between it and
the peace between Chico, the monkey, | Albions which oecurs in Aristotle. It

|

Briggs, who was disposed to take a  artascended the English throne.

“Yes," Miss Briggs ndmitted, *'I like his namd to a Welsh county.

The *‘school sys- | de

or. King Robert 11, was stricken in
ears; his clder brother, the Earl of
Jarrack, was in 111 henlth,
glish Prince bore the dueal title, and

L OTY ot, sprawling | earnest Mes. Kipplo and Dorons estab-  set a fashion for Scotland which was
e JLis lished tTu-m.-u‘T\'n_'[ﬂl in two sunny rooms immediately followed. ‘The Horeditary
siving to ho south, where the apple | Prince, whoso position had so far been
“ ished agninst the lozenge- | sufficiently illustrated hy his beaving

Tho the old title of Robert Bruce, wns now
anily gettled down all over | made Duke of Rothesay, in the isle of
the rest f the first foor, in & miscella- | Bute; while the Regent, as if to di

gnify

osmopolitan  sort of a way, | his own position to the utmost, was not

content to bo styled Duke of a single
town, or even of a county, but chose a

manner which amnzed the precise soul | name which, however obscurely, should
of gontle Miss Briggs. The scientific ' denote nothing less than the ‘whole nf

ﬁf‘un the top floor, | what we know ns the Highimuus ol
where he conld have a good outlook | Seotland. Such seems to be the mean-

ing of the name of Albany. Mr Skene
has used the word as signifying Celtic
It is to be found, slightly

has often been asserted that the word is

ple, however, got tired of ru- | an allusion to the white cliffs of our

Mr. Bellairs reccived & eall to a Del- : rived from the same root as Albor Alp,
aware parish, whero peaches were thick- | a height, Shakespeare hns made good

southern shores as they gleam noross
the channel, while it has also been de-

use of the title in King Lear, the plot of
which is found in many of the old ro-
mancing chroniclers, who were partic-
ularly in fashion when the house of Stu-
Ap-
cording to them, the first Duke of Al-

Mr. Hyde pushed the spectaclos on | bany was named Magland, and marry-
“Don’t you like | Ing Goneril, one of the co-heirs of Lenr,

or Llyr, had a son Morgan, who gave
hen
Fife chose Albany for his dukedom the
meaning of the name had graduall

shrunk. Lorg before his day the Irisl‘;
historians apply Alba to Scotland; yet
the other form of the name, Albjon, oc-
curs in an English oharter as late ns the
begiuning of the eleventh century; and
it is possible that Ethelred, when he
styled himself “monarchus totiug Albi-
onis." intended to denote that the whole
of Great Britinn was under his power,
Ptolemy, the p;eugraplmr. wentions a
tribe of “Albini," who were amon

those he enumerates as dwelling nonﬁ
of the Drigantes; and some recent writ-
ers have not hesitated to identify them
with the inhabitants of what is now
enlled Bredalbane, Be this as it may,
thore seems Jittle reason to doubt that
when the regent assumed the title of
Duke of Albany at Scone in 1308 the
name signified to him and to his cvon
temporaries that part of Scotland which
lies north of the Firths of Clyde and
Forth, He had no idea of becoming a
Duke in partibua.  Albany was a plnce,
not merely n name, and we cannot but
conclude that its revival implies more
than an incidental reference to the
Highlands.

Old Mudgeon's Tricks.

And he was full of such tricks. He was
& mean, grasping man; and he was fond
of n l{«)ke. if he could be the joker, and
could profit thereby. We speak of old
Caleb Mudgeon, whilom a Justice of
the Peace and Quorum, in Oxford
County, Muine. Once upon a time—in
the days before the overland trave' by
steam—when Addison Latham drove
thestage-coach from Portland to Bethel,
old Mudgeon took passage with him at
Portland, and rode nsfar as South Paris,
where the stage stopped for change of
horses, anll such refreshments as the
passengers might elect at Mason's tay-
ern; and where 'Squire Muodgeon, hav-
ing ridden as far as he wished, propos-
od to seftle. Latham charged him 50
cents, Ho objected serionsly to the
price. )

Said ho—*Yon carry a man more'n
60 miles for two dollars; and here you
be a chargin’ me half & dvollar for no
distance at all.”

Latham told aim he had ridden 10
miles; and 50 cents was his usual charge
for that distance,

But old Mudgeon declared that he
hadn't ridden” 10 miles; whereupon
Latham grew wroth, and intimated,
pretty strongly, that he didn't know
what he was mlkinF about,

. "'Look here, Latham—will you swear
at I've rid 10 full miles on your stage
to-day

**Of course T wilL."

“Mnson! where's your Bible? I'm
goin' to have this thing done secundum
arter, as the lawyers say. There! Now
put your hand on the Book, old feller!"

Latham did not hesitate. He laid his
hand upon the Good Book, and declar-
ed, under oath, that he had “well and
truly, and in legal manner, carried
Caleb Mudgeon, Esquire, 10 full statute
miles, ns in such casés made and pro-
vided, in his public conveyance, yc"apt
a stage-conch," eto., ete.

“Well,” said Mudgeon, ns he gave
the Book buck to the landlord, *I
s'spose I must believe you now, whether
or no. So—there's |;-mar fare."

“Not quite, old fellow. Here's but
a quarter—two ninepences!"

“Eggs-actly!and that's what's comin’
to you. You will just remembe. ‘ut
the law allows me 25 cents for adminis-
terin’ the onth! D' you see itp"

Yes, Latham saw, And though it
cost him a little something at the time,
yetinlater days no man un‘{n od tell-
ing the story more than he did.

T A —eeee
The Young Lawyer's First Case.

Quiney, N1, Argo,

The young lawyer conducting his first
case before n jury is worthy of the deep-
est commisoration.  Take him, for in-
stance, in the criminal courl, before
which he has o case,  While the p.os-
couting attorney is tying the first wit-
ness into bowknots and untying him
agnin, the mmnteur sits listening, but
endeavoring 10 look as unconcerned as
8 marble statue in a thunder-storm. He
He throws in timid nbjections every
time he thinks he sees a hold, and as
ench one is overruled by the court, he
puts on a stern look, as much a4 to say,
*I"ll knock the wind out of that in
Supreme Court!"” When the proscentor,
ususlly an old, uble attorney, dryly
says, “Take the witness,”' the youth-
ful nspirant tremblos a little and en-
avors to swallow something that is
sticking in his throat. He feels that
every oye in tho room is upon him and
that they are as hot as stove-lids,

Ho fires a few initintory quostions at
the witness, and warms as he proceeds,
until he is brought up standing b‘y.
“Oh! your honor, we ohljwt. to such fr-
relovant questions,” followed by a fow
sunthing remarks from the prosecutor,
The court sustains the objection, and
ndvisea the young lawyer to keep with-
in the bounds, which sets him to won-
dering where in thunder the bounds are.
Objuction follows objection, and each
one is promptly sustained. He wonders
why It is that a freo and independent
people will tolernie such one-sided jus-
tico. Ho luinges ahead blindly now. un-
til he becomes &o co d that he does
not know whoethor he is a practising ai-
torney with a gilt sign  or a fly-wheel

on o steam wo W-saw. Finnlly he run
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and at last the prosecutor rises and pro-
eseds to address the jury in & masterly
atyle. As he progressos, he picks up
the evidence addue bﬁ the defence,
into particles fine enough to be incor-

ted into codfish balls, The youth-
ul Blackstone wrestler begins to feel
uncasy na his mind reverts to the fact
that in n few moments he must deliver
his maiden speech.

He wishes the proseoutor wonld hold
his grip and keep it, until time to ad-
journ court, feeling satisfied that he
could make n good speech the next day
after o night's fighting on the evidence.
He tries to remember what the witness
swore to, hut cannot recall the evidence
W save is life.  The prosecutor finally
winds up with a grand peroration, anil
ns ha says: ““And in conclusion, g n-
tlemen of the jury," the youth nervous-
Iy fingers his mustache, and wishos ho
had never begun the nbominable busi-
ness,  Cold chills are fingering him all
over the back as if memurinF him for
a new shirt, and his spinal colomn acts
like it was tired and wanted to sit down
awhile. Like Banquo's ghost, the lomp
in h's throat wouldn't stay down, by an
obstinate majority, and he swallows at
it and wonders what he is foing to say
and how long it will take him to say it.
As the prosecutor ealmly takes his seat,
the young lawyer rises and moves to
the front. He dares not look at the au-
dience, and tries to imagine there is no
one in the room but himself and the
twelve phynx-like forms in the jury box.
The eyes of each juror are fixed upon
him, and he would slmost relinquish his
hope of heaven if some one would raise
a cry of fire to divert their attention
until he gets a start.

Finally he sh his shoulders nnd
mnnnfm to romark, ‘‘Gentlomen of the
(swallows) jury.”” Very good. He
then surveys them a moment, and every
man in the box thinks he is endeavor-
ing to read their thoughts: but he isn't,
He is wishing to gracious he could read
his own thoughts. At last ho strikes
out and goes for them about their intel-
ligent looks, and how he feels that his
client's interests are safe in their hands.
At the same time ho feels serious doubts
as to their safety in his own hands, He
worries through his speech with an av-
erage of two swallows at that lump to
the sentence. The prosecutor closes
b argument ard the case goes to the
jury, who re‘ire to a secluded room to
chew tobaceo and ask each other what
they thought of it. It so happened
that the flimsy testimony against the
nccused warrants a verdict of **not
guilty,” whercupon the amateur grasps
his client’s hand, and whispers, ** It
was a hard fight, but I got you out of
it Then he rises, londs up enough
law books to swamp.a mud-scow, casts
a triumphant look at the prosecuting
attorney, who smiles pleasantly in re-
turn, and walks slowly and maf;stlual-
ly down the aisle to the door with as
much dignity as if he owned a Western
railrond.  Oh, you ean't deny it, even
you old veterans—you've all been
there.

—D & ~afi——
Sayings, and Who First Said Them,

Many of our common sayings. so trite
and pithy, are used without the least
idea from whose mouth or pen they first
originated. Probably the works of
Shakspeare furnish us with more of
these familiar maxims than any other
writer—for to him we owe: *“All isnot
gold that glitters,”" “‘Make a virtue of
necessity,” *‘Screw your courage 1o the
sticking place”™ (not point), “Thay
laugh that win," **This is the short and
the long of it," “Comparisons are
odious,'’ **As merry ns the da.}r is long.“
**A Daniel come to judgment,” **Frailty.
thy name is woman," and a host of
OV aehi Irvi Th

ashington Irvin ves us “The
n\mlghtyngnllullnr." g &

Thomas Morton queried lo (N
“What will Mrs. Grundy say?" while
Goldsmith answers: **Ask me no ques-

tions, and I'll tell you no fibs."

Charles C Pinckney gives **Millions
for defence, but not one cent for trib-
ute,"

Thomas Tusser, a writer of the six-
teenth ceatury, gives us: “It's an ill
wind turns no d, **Better late than
never," and **The stone that is rolling
cangather no moss."

“All ory and no wool" is found in
Butler's “Hudibras."

Dryden says: *‘None but the brave
deserye the fair,” “Men are but children
of a larger growth," and *“Through
thick and thin.”

*No pent-up Utica contracts our
power," declared Jonathan Sewell.

“Olftwo evils [ hay e ehosen the least,"
and “The end must justify the means"
are from Matthew Prior.

We are indebted to Colley Cibber fo
the agreeable intelligenee that **Richard
is himself ngain.”

Johnson tells us of **A gool hater,"
and Mackintosh made the phrase often
attributed to John Randolph, “Wise
and masterly inactivity,”

“Varjety is the very spice of life,"
and “Not much the worse for weunr,"
are from Cowper.

“*Man proposes, but God disposes,”
is from TR‘)I‘I‘IM A'Kompis,

Edward Coke was of the opinion that
“A man’s house is his castle."

To Milton we owe “The paradise of
fools,”" “A wilderness of sweets," und
“*Moping melancholy and moonstruck
madness,"’

Edward Ycunﬁ tells us “*Death low
n shining ark,” A fool at forty is a
fool indeed.” But, alas! for his knowl-
edge of human nature when he tells us
“Man wants but little here below, nor
wunts that little long."

*From Bacon comes *‘Knowledge i
power," and Thomas Southerne rem
us that “Pity'sakin to love,"

Dean Swift thoughkt that ‘‘Bread
the stafl’ of life."

Campbell found that “Coming eva
onst their shadows before," and **
distance lends enchantment to ¥
view." .

“A thing of beauty is a joy forever"
is from Keats,

“Franklin said *God helps those wilo
help themselves," and Lawrence Stenglio
comforts us with the thought, *“(fd
tempers the wind to the shorn lam@g"

Even some of the *slang' phralls
of the day have a legitimate origin,
“Putting your foot in i.'" I8 certainly
not a very elegunt mowe of expression,
but acoording to the *Asiatic Re-
searches' it 14 quite a fine point of lnw,
for when the iitle to land is disputed in
Hindostan two bolrs are dug in the
ground and used to enc.se a limb of
cach lawyer (?,) and the one who tires
fivst loses his client's case. Fancy, if

ou oan, some of our “limb: of the
aw'" pleading in such & manner! It is
Eni:uf.dly the client who **puts his foot

b

Wien things are in disorder they are
often said to%‘e topsy-turyy, This ex-
pression Is derived from the way in
which turf used for fuelis placed to dry,
the turf being sshwd face down g
and the exprossion then means top-side

¥ | nud how strong.

Y MR, B, T, CONNETT,
Three wise old couples were Lhoy, were they,
Who went to keep house together.ono day,
Upstaira and duwiestales one couple ran,
He with s ulstor, she with Ler fan,
“Fresh air!" eried the wife, *e the thing for

m’"

Y'8hut the windows,—I'm frecxing ! eald he,

Thao recond couple, with basket and gun,
Went hunting for splders, one by one,
Into the corners they poked and pried:
“There’'s one! I'Il shoot Wim ! the husband

erind.

While his wife exclalmed: “Wien the basket's
full,

T can sell the spldera’ wehs for woo!,"

But the wisest couple of all the three
Sald: “We will a traveling clrous be ('
“You," cried the wife, “the bear must play,

Up.on the L-éd"_rr;@'h_ﬂ'..b.h__‘ to
And I'll earry the cluh, because, you know,
I'll have to beat you, your tricks to show,"

8o the man In the ulster was frozen stiff,
While his wife dId nothing bat fan and solff,
The hunter was stung by a cross old splder,

As he very Inprudeutly sat down beslde her,
And his wife, who was gathering webs for wool,
Used him to make up n basket full,

But the man who learued the bear to play
Lived on the ladder for many a day.

He stole the clab and he wouldn't come dowr,
80 hia poor wife carried him through the town,
And all the people sald: “Let's go

To see the bear and the clreus-show !

Edona's Trial,

sure of, and that is, that I can never be
goml as long ns I have to live with
andy."

“Oh, Ednn, think a moment—do nt
“penk 80; you are blaming your brother
for your own naughtiness.’

*Well, he makes mo naughty. I'm
niways worse when he's in ‘l;he house,
Doesn't that show tha: I'm not really so
bad? I want to be good and keep ‘my
tomper, ut as soon as Sandy comes
where I am, he is sure to do something
to vex me, and Ican't help gettin
cross and saying something hateful{"

“Come here, my dear;" and the
mother ‘aid down her work with that
plensant way which mothers have of
showing that they are willing to give
their whole attention to the ecase in
hand. Drawing Edna close to her side,
she said. T will tell you what it shows,
It shows simply that you are not stron-
('.nmlpfh to resist strong temptations,
Nothing is easier for us all than to
think ourselves angelic because we hay:
pen Lo live with people of easy tempers,
or who smooth our wa~ forus with
kindness and love. An? I think itshow-
something else, toc —that you have noy
that true sisterly feeling toward Sandy
which should make you bear with him
in spite of his faults and annoyances.'

I don’t think he's gota very brother-
ly feelng toward me, or he won'dn't
treat me so!" mutlered Edna.

“I don't defend his conduct," replied
her mother. *“You know that I have
reproved and punished him for irrita-
ting you; but 1 want you to see plainly
that what he brinf out is really in you,
else he could not bring it out. Tt might
be possible for & person to live for years
without doing anything flagrantly bad:
he might, on the whole, seam to be
fquite good enough; and yet this same
person might in the end do some ve
dreadful t lu,fs. thus showing himself
to have been full of the Paqnlgilities of
wickedness all the time.’

“I don’t think I quite understand
you, mamma."

*Well, [ will try to make it plainer.
You remumber the poor little girl with
spine disease whom I took you to see
last winter, and you remember that
her motheralso was humpbacked. When
Emmy was born, though she was
straight and well-formed, yet the doc-
tors said it was not unlikely that she
would inherit her mother's diseaso—
that is, that the germ or seed of the
disense was probaby in the baby's
blood and would develop some day,
sooner or ater. Yet for twelve yeors
there was no sign of such a thing hap-
pening. Emmy grew tall and seemed
well and strong.  But the day came at
length when she had s full, bruising
her back, and then the dreadful disease,
which had been lying quict for yeurs,
just waiting for a chance to show itself,
made fts appearance, and poor Emmy
is helpless for life, Now, you know
that many people get very bad falls
without serious injury, They can even
hurt their backs without having spinal
complaint as a necessary con equence;
but this case of Emmy's shows that the
bad seed was in her all the time. The
fall did not putitthere, but only brought
it out. Some other fall, a bruise, some
illness, would have been almost surs to
have brought the same result. And now
must I nrply my illustration, or does 1t
oxplain itselfp’

Ednu looked up with n very knowing
expression, and said: I see what vou
mean, mamma, I know now that the
badness is in me, and that if Sandy did
not stwt it, somebody else wounld some
day. I cannot be sure I am good until
I have resisted the hardest tempta-
tions." =

**Yos; trials are not sent to make us

d, but good—or rather, they are to

10w us how much good and how much
bad we have in us—how weak we are
Remember Jesus in
the wilderness. If tomptations had
power in themselves aloie to ecorrupt
surely it would seem he might almos.

ave fallon. The devil tried him hard
and long, but he found him unconquer-
able—incorruptible. ‘Chomas a Kemp-
is once wrote ccrtain words which 1
will repeat to you, Impimg1 you will
think of them the very next time Sandy
comes in your way. They are true, are
they notf—"' ¢

*“*Oecasions do not make & man frail,
but they show what he is.""

- 1t's Quite True,

“That is n terrible affair,” said a hen;
and she said it in a quarter of the town
where the occurence had not happened.

“That is a terrible nffair in the poul

house. 1 cannot sleop to-night! It
tuite fortunate that there aee so many
of us on the roost together!”

And she told o tale, st which the
fenthers of the other birds stood on end,
and the cock's comb fell down flat, It's
quite true!

But we will begin at the beginniyg:
and the beginping begins in a poul
houss in another part of the town. The
sun went down and the fowls jumped
on their perch to roost. There was
hien, with white feathors and short legs,
who laid her rl;iht number of eggs, and
was o respeéotable hen inevery respoot,
As she flew up on to the roost she pick-
ed horself wlfh her boak, and alittle
feather fell ont

“Thaore it goes!" said she; *‘the more
1 plek mywlr the handsomer I grow!"
And she'sald it quite merrlly, for she

“Mamma, there is one thing I am P

that sat next to the merry hen did not
sleop, She heard and she did not hear,
a5 one should do in this woild if ons
wishes to live in quiet; but she could
not refrain from telling it to neigh-

T8,
“Did you_hear what was said lere
ust now? Iname no names; but here

# n hen who wants to pook her feathiers
out to look welll If I wore a cook I
should despise her.”” And just above

the hen sat an owl with her husband
and her little owlota, The family had
ahnl:r ears, and they all heard overy
word that the neighboring hen had
ken, and they rolled their eyes, and
mother-owl clapped her wings and said,
“Don’t listen to it! But I lugpuu you
hieard what waas sald there? T heard it
with my own ears, and one must hoar
much before one's ears fall off. There
is one among the fowls who has so
complotely forgotten what is becomi
conduct in n hen that she pulls out
{:ar !’:anl.hnrn. and then lets the cock see
or.

“Prenez garde auz enfants,” said the
father-owl. “That is” not fit for the
children to hear."

“Il tell it to the nelghboring owl;
sho's a very proper owl to nssociate
with," .and she flew away.,

“Hoo! hoo! to-whoo!" they both
sereachad in front of the neighbor's
doveecote to the doves within. **Have
l?lml heard it? Have you heard it? Hool

oo! there's a hen who has pulled ous
all her feathers for the sakeof the ccok.
Blm‘ll‘ die with cold, if she's not already

end.
, “‘Coo! coo! Where! where?" oried the

**In the neighbor's poultry yard. I've
a8 good as seen it myself. It's hardl
proper to repeat the story but it's gu
troe!"

“*Believe it! belleve every single word
of it," said the pigeons; and they cooed
down into their own poultry yard,
“There’'s a ben, and some say that
there are two of them that have plucked
out all their feathers, thal they may
not look like rost, and. that they
may attract tht cock's attention. '
“That's & bold game, for one may

£ | enteh cold and die of u fever, and they

are both dead."”

“Wake up! wake up!" crowed the
cock. “Three hens have died of an un-
fortunate attachment to the cock. They
plucked out all their feathors. That's
a torrible story. I won't keep it to my-
self; let it travel farther.'

“Let it travel farther,” piped the
bats, And the fowls clucked, *‘Let it
go farther! Letit go farther!"

And so the story travelled from poul-
try yard to poultry yard, and st last it
came back to the place from which it
had gone forth.

“Five fowls," it was told, “have
plucked out all thetr feathers, to show
which of them had become thinnest out
of love to the cock; and then they have
pecked each other, and fallen down
dead, to the shame and dis
their families and to the greatloss of
their proprietor!"

And the hen who had lost the little
feather of course did not know her own
story ngain; and as she a very respeota-
ble hen said, *I despise thosa fowls;
but there are too many of that sort.
One ought not to hush up such a thing,
and 1 will do what I can that it ma
get into the Iragers, nnd then it wi
spread over all the country, and serve
those fowls quite right.”

It was put into newspapers; it was
l)rlntml: and it is quite true that one
ittle feather may swell till it becomes
five fowls.

Benefit of Drought,

Many years ago, when a portion of
New England suffered severely from a
long continued dmught, there appeared
in the Tmmaﬂp:;}:u lished at Portland,
Maine, the following interesting article:

‘‘Everybody snys this is a most
remarkable season, the dryest that ever
the country knew. Still we are taught
that everything has its uses; and a dry
time is not to considered an excep-
tion to the rule. As the drought is now
with us in all its severity, itisa
time to sot about the disvovery and due
appreciation of its compensations, If
it turns out to be a blessng in dis
we shall be al! §'ie happier for a knowl-
edge of the fact. ' Drought is nature's
plan for re-invigorating the surface soil,

a substitute for subsoil plowing, so much
neglected by some farmers. repeat~
el cropping the surface soil becomes

exhausted of its fertilizing malterinls;
but away down in the earth there are
great stores of these indispensable ele-
ments of vegetable products. How to
reach themis the question. Man might
if he would, but in most cases he h%oo
Iazy, or too self-conceited, to be at the
Euim. So the Eood Creator, in his
enelicence, sends a drought to draw
up the phosphates, silicates, carbonates
und salts, and thus restore the fertility
of the cultivated soil. This is accom-
plished by sun-power, like all the great
movements of nature's forces. The
sun's rays evaporate the water in the
surface of soil, and thus create a vaeu-
um thut is atjonee filled by water risin
from the subsoil—extending deepar an
deeper as the drought continues and
the moisture is exhaled—a cireulation
of water in the earth a reverse of that
which takes place in wet weather, Now
this water, which comes{rom tho depths
of the earth, lins acquired in its pnssage
thither, by becoming imbued with oar-
bonie acid from the decomposition of
vegotable matter in the soil, & power of
readily dissolving minerals which it did
not posgess when It first fell from the
clouds. Consequently, whoen itis drawn
up during the drought, it brings with
it, in solution, salts of lime and magne-
sia. of potash and soda—just the things
of which the top soil has' become ex-
hausted. Every drop of water is a tiny
bucket let down into the great store-
house of the earth and drawn u n
by the sun's rays filled with the ?n liz~
ing eloments nocessary to vegotation.
The water on reaching the surface is

nvng:rnt«d; the salts remajn to reinvig-
orate the soil. Thus whify vegetation
n

apppears togbe witherin the hea',
the Freul fon naturde\re  benefi-
elally employ Frveing Oy the sur-

faoe, from the didsths of the earth where
else they would b@forever unemployed,
the elements of fulure harvests,'

e —————

At a church in Ellis county, Texas,
on & recent Sunday, n man was shot
and killed. *Now, look here,” said
the preacher, pausi
us®insist that there be no further in-
rruptions. How do you suppose a
man can go on preaching when you an-
noy him in this wayp"

——  —

Wide-awake: “Come, now, gu
whot my favorite flower is," ulﬁ
aﬁplmur housskenper to the widower's

ttle boy, ns they were walking in the
flelds together. Ho was o lad who kept
his wits about him and his eyes open,
80 ho answered ag he looked up wl?u

was & joker among the hens, though, as

arch oxpression, *Poppy."

‘.
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